-CONFESSIONS OF A WIFE
MARY TELLS ME SHE IS MARRIED

Little book, do you think I will
ever get whare I can pontrol my feel-
ings? [ have been so sorry since |
went to pleces before Domna. It is
not brave, to say the least

Every one must have some place
to go where they can give venl lo
thelr feelings at time. 1 have some-
times thought a greal many women
made their God the recipient of their
sorrows, [ have often heard prayers
in public plnces that made me think
that prayer meant to the person
praying only a vent for eurcharged
fealings and emotion. Other women
are nageers just because the trou-
bles they try to keep all to them-
selves leak out In driblats.

I don't like those wonderfully se-
cretive women, little book. It has al-

ways seemed 10 me they were rather
cold, caleulating and suspleious.

I am sure If | did not have you I'd
have to tell some one about the mo&t
interesting man, and while there |s
abeolutely nothing wrong or any-
thing that is not perfectly platonic in
my regard for him, he has certalnly
succeeded in holding an Interest for
me. 1 don't imagine I would care to
see him often. Hizx moods are so
many It tires me to follow them. and
1 often resent his sssumption of su-
periority to all woinen.

His name and personality pops In
here fust now, for after Donna went
away | had time to open Mary's lat-
ter and my foreign-looking  letter,
First, Mary told me the great news.

“] hava done the deed," she said
“Max and [ were married st the
American legation yesterday., He
ovarcame all my objections on the
subject of age and was so Insistent
1 decided to murry over here and take
a leisurely honaymoon before we re-
turn to Americe

* ‘Do you love him, Mary?' | hear
vou ask, and | have to answer No'
and Yes' ‘No/ if it means the old

wild passion which wonld have made
me walk with & smile over burning
plowshares to Jack. “Yes,' if it means
that T love to be with him, that 1 am
more than interested in his thoughts
expressad in the pure diction and ex-
quislte taste that delights me

“You see, -Margie, the wild and
restless passion did not pan ont. It
pasead—passad utterly with Jack—
after the first few months; with me
it died harder, but it did die, and then
separation was a nightmare from
which [ always awoke in hell

“I have absslutely demonstrated
that you must have much more than
passionate love upon which to build
a successful martiage. So lam try-
nng something else. Wil it work®™ 1
don’t know. Only time will tell

“Have just heard of your terrible’
trouhle. 1 can’t Imagine you, dear,
with your enthusiasm and nervous
strength, stretched out for months
on a bed,

“Have you any ldes what was the
resuse? Did you hurt your back
when you fell? Of course, the doc-
“torg will pull you out sooner than
they expect; they always do.

“In the meantime, dear girl, | am
sending you a little ‘wedding pres-
ent.” We will turn the tables this
time and I'll send you a little token
of my love for you.

“I hope you will enjoy it as much
as I do mine. 1 read it every day,
and while some people will tell you It
is the religion of a pagan, and will
sae no good in it, to me Marcus Au-
relius Is one of the greatest teachers
of the world.™

Just as 1 read this, littie book,
Allce, my nurse, brought me my
copy of the great pagan philosopher,
bound in exquisite inlajd and tooled-
leather. The bock was ms much of

& treasure as a parfect diamond. I
hdd it in my hands for a while. 1t
comforted me just to hold it, even

without reading it




